By the Law of the Land

and self-control, a dim depression pursued
him.

It was not that he had fallen beneath her
spell; not that he even for one moment
mentally consented to link Lady Rusco with
his own career now or henceforth.

And yet her recklessness, her grief, and her
storm-tossed words, had wakened in him a
deep pity, which hovered near him and in
moments of weariness gripped his mind and
heart as if with an icy hand.

He searched his memory, wondering how or
when he could have spoken so as to rouse in
her the strange assumption that his spirit had
loved hers and wooed her in some dim for-
gotten era. He could recall nothing he had
said which might be so interpreted; and yet
when now and then in dreams her sorrow-
stricken face gazed reproachfully upon him he
felt a sharp remorse and a sense of poignant
shame, for which in his waking life he could
see no reason.

Surely he was innocent. In vain did he
search his consciousness for any passionate
thought, any disloyal wish, any careless look,
any selfish desire. And yet, though he had
resisted her at the crucial moment, the picture
of that night was branded upon his brain and
came between him and his work. It forced his
thoughts to turn towards the age-long mystery
he instinctively sought to avoid : the mystery
and tragedy of man and woman. So powerful